and he sat flexing Ms knees and ankles for some time
before his feet waked as with stinging needles.

His movements were stiff and awkward and he
* descended the ladder slowly and gingerly into the red
sun that fell like a blare of trumpets into the hallway.
The sun was just above the horizons huge and red^ and
housetop^ fenceposts, the casual farming tools rusting
about the barnyard and the dead cotton stalks where
the negro had farmed his land right up to his back
door^ were dusted over with frost which the sun changed
to a scintillant rosy icing like that of a festive cake*
Perry thrust his slender muzzle across the stall door
and whinnied at his master with vaporous salutation^
and Bayard spoke to him and touched his cold nose*
Then lie untied the sack and drank from the jug. The
negro with a milk pail appeared in the door*

"Chris'mus5 giP, white folks/5 he sald9 eying the
jug. Bayard gave him a drink. "Thanky, suh. You
g*awn to de liouse to de fire, I'll feed yo9 hawss. Be ole
woman got yo? breakfast ready.55 Bayard picked up
the sack; at the well behind the cabin he drew a pail of
Icy water and splashed his face.

A fire burned on the broken hearths amid ashes and
charred wood-ends and a litter of cooking-vessels. Bay-
ard shut the door behind him on the bright cold^ and
warmth and rich9 stale rankness enveloped him like a
drug, A woman5 bent over the hearth^ replied to his
greeting diffidently. Three pickaninnies became utterly
still in a corner and watched him with rolling eyes. One
of them was a girl, in greasy nondescript garments^
her wool twisted into tight knots, of soiled wisps of
colored cloth. The second one might have been either
or anything. The third one was practically helpless in
a garment made from a man^s suit of woolen under-
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